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brought over from England and invested in a land colonis-
ation scheme that had failed.

Jack had no fear of Mrs. Applegarth. At worst she could
be no more difficult to manage than the unreefed Reindeer,
the wheel of the Sophie Sutherland during a storm, the blinds
of the Overland Express, or White Horse Rapids.

Munching the thick sandwiches he had put up the night
before, the sweethearts agreed that they should be engaged
for a year, at the end of which time Jack would have
established himself so solidly that they would be able to
marry. They would open a little home of their own where
they would have shelves of books and paintings on the walls
and a piano for Mabel to play and sing to him, and a work-
room where he would write gripping short stories and
novels, and his wife would correct his manuscripts for
occasional errors in grammar; they would make a good
living and have intelligent, amusing friends, and raise
children and travel and be very, very happy. They sat on
through the passing glory of the day, marvelling at the
wonder of love and at destiny that had hung them so
strangely together. The cloud masses on the western horizon
received the descending sun and the circle of the sky turned
to rose. Holding herself in his arms Mabel softly sang
"Good-Bye, Sweet Day." When she had finished he kissed
her again, and hand in hand, their fates entrusted to each
other, they wandered down the hills and rode their bicycles
back to Oakland.

Jack had exactly two dollars left out of his forty dollars
from The Black Cat This he invested in stamps to send out
the manuscripts the Eastern magazines had returned and
he had tossed under his table because there was no postage
with which to send them out again. Once more he plunged
into his writing, mailing the manuscripts as soon as he had
finished typing them. But it had been a false dawn. His
stories came back with standard rejection slips. The food
slowly disappeared from Flora's shelves. The watch, bicycle,
mackintosh, and finally the warm winter suit went back into
pawn. The magazines might pay a penny a word, or a dollar